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Some fair ones would have declined resolutely. For my
part I like simple, gentle, unpretending songs, and shall
be always glad of the privilege of hearing them.

Health somewhat better. Working on pomes. You
will find some alterations, much for the better, I
think.

Rossetti admires your beloved, tho' she has not green
eyes and carrots; which, I tell him, astonishes me.

He sent me a book of MSS. original poetry the other day,
and very fine are some of the things in it. He is a poet,
without doubt. He would please you more than I do,
or can, for he deals with essential poetry, and is not wild,
and bluff, and coarse; but rich, refined, royal-robed!
Swinburne read me the other day his French novel 'La
Fille du Policeman': the funniest rampingest satire on
French novelists dealing with English themes that you
can imagine. One chapter, 'Ce qui peut se passer
dans un Cab Safety/ where Lord Whitestick, Bishop of
Londres, ravishes the heroine, is quite marvellous. But
he is not subtle; and I don't see any internal centre
from which springs anything that he does. He will
make a great name, but whether he is to distinguish
himself solidly as an Artist, I would not willingly prog-
nosticate.

Rossetti is going to illustrate my Cassandra, which
pome has taken his heart.

I am obliged to make money as I can, to meet
these new claims on me, and so all my pieces must be
published before they 're collected. Your name, you
know, may be withheld from the Dedication then if
you please.
